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The Hi fork of 

thereby liucth, is tobe no counterfeit, but the true and perfcft 
image oflife indeed The betterpartof valour is Difcretionyn 
the which bctterpart,Ihaucfaued my life. Zounds I am afraid 
of this gunpowder Pero>,though he be dead : how if he ftiould 
counterfeit too, and rife? by my fayth, lamafraxde he would 
prouc the better counterfeit? therefore lie make him fure; yea, 
and He fwearc I kilde him. Why may not he rife as well as I * 
nothing confutes me but eyes, and no body fees me: therefore 
(lira, with anew wound in your thigh, come you along with 

Hetak&vp Hotjpuronhis backs. Enter Prince and t 
Iojm of Lancajler. 

Prin. Come Brother John, full brauely haft thou fleflit 
Thy mayden Sword. 

Iohn. But foft.who haue we hecre? 

Did you not tell me this fattman was dead? 

Prin. Idid.lfawhimdead, 

Breathles, and bleeding on the ground. Art thou aliue? 

Or is itfantafic that playes vpon our eye-fight? 

I prethee fpeake.we will not truft our eyes 
Without our eares,thotf art not what thou feesnft. 

Fal. No, thats certaine, I am not a double man : but if I be 
not lacks Falfalfe, then am I a Iacke : there is Percy, if your Fa- 
ther will doe me any honour, fo : if not, let him kill the next 
Percy himfelfc : I looke to b.e either Earle or Duke, I can allure 
you. 

‘Prin. Why Percy I lcild my felfe,andfaw thee dead. 

Fal. Didfl thou ?Lord,Lord, how the world is giuen to ly- 
ing ? I graunt you, l was downe.and out of breath, and fo was 
he*but*werofebothataninftant,andfoughtaIong houre by 
Shrewsbury clocke,if 1 may be belecued,fo : ifnot,lct them that 
Ihould reward Valour, beare the finne vpon their owneheads. 
lie take it vpon my death, I gauehim this wound in the thigh, 
if the man were aliue, & would deny it. Zounds I would make 
him cate a pecce of my Sword . 

Iohn. This is the ftrangell tale that eucr I heard. 

Trtn. This is the ftraageft fellow, brother Iohn, 1 
Come bring your luggage nobly on your badee, 
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Henry the fourth* 

For my part, if a lie may doe thee grace, 

Ileguildcit vyith the happiefttearmes I haue. 

' A retreat is founded. 

Prin. TheTrumpets found Rctreat,the d ay is ours : 

Come Brother, lets to the higheft of the Field, 

To fee what friendes are liuing,who arc dead. Exeunt. 

Fal. lie follow as they fay for reward. He thatrewardes inej 
God reward him. Ifl doc grow great, lie grow leflc ? for lie 
Purge, and leauc Sackc,and liue cleanly, as a Nobleman fliould 
doc - ESit. 

The Trumpets founder, ter the King, Prince of Wales, Lord 
Iohn of Lancafier , Earle of Wefimerlandpvith Wor- 
cester and Vernon pr ifoner. r. 

*%.Thus eucr did Rebellion find rebuke, 

111 fpinted Wercefier, did not wc fend Grace, 

Pardon,and tearmes ofLouc to all of you? 

And wouldft thou turne our offers contrary, 

Mifu fc the tenor of thy kinfmans truft? 

Three Knights vpon our party flaine to day, 

A noble Earlc,andmany a creature elfc. 

Had been aliue this houre, 

Iflike a Chriftian thou hadft truly borne 
Betwixt our Armies true intelligence. 

Wor W hat I haue done, my fafetie vrgdc me to. 

And I imbrace this fortune patiently, 

Since not to beauoydcd,it fals on me. 

King, Bents Worcejler to thedeath.and Vernon too : 

Other Offenders we will paufe vpon. 

How goes the Field? 

Prin. The noble Scot Lord Dowglas, when he favr 
Thcfortuneofthe day quiteturnd from him, 

The noble Percy flaine.and all his men, 

Vpon the foot offcare.fled with the reft; 

And falling from a hill, he was fo bruizd. 

That the purfuers tooke him. At my Tent, 

The Dowglas is,and I befeech your Grace, 

I may difpofe ofhim. 
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